
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



TWO CANDLES 

BY JEANNETTE MARKS 



Two candles place I at her feet, 

Two candles at her head ; 
These are the gifts that I would bring 

To my Beloved Dead. 

I sought the violet of her eyes, 
Her eyes were closed in sleep; 

My love was trembling like a child 
And could not even weep. 

I clad her in a purple shroud, 

Some said it should be white; 

I said, " The passion of her eyes 
Found peace in candlelight ! " 

Sometimes I see her ash-gold hair 

Shimmer within the night; 
Sometimes I feel her violet eyes 

Searching for candlelight. 

Sometimes I hear her drifting feet 
That seek from door to door, 

Guided by star and blowing wind 
Dream-shod for evermore. 

When will she come again to me, 

Led by the wind and star? 
She need not even call my name, 

I could not wander far. 

Two candles place I at her feet, 

Two candles at her head: 
Remembrance and Oblivion 

Enfold my lonely dead. 

Jeannette Marks. 



